MONSIEUR POISSON ESCAPES THE GALLOWS
preserve him I* Just then, in a shower of soot, there fell into the
hearth a gentleman called Monsieur Charles de Tournehem;
he was in his nightshift and without his'wig. The soldiers and
officers stared for one second at the disconsolate shivering
individual, covered in soot and sneezing loud enough to
wake the dead; then they all burst out laughing. The captain,
realizing that the lover would not be here if Monsieur Poisson
were in the vicinity, and sympathizing with the situation,
bade Madame an "ambiguously polite eBonne nuit' and led his
men away: they were still holding their sides. With many tit-
terings and obscene jokes they retired, leaving the lovers
standing transfixed.

When the sound of the last hoof had faded in the distance,
Madame Poisson turned archly to Charles: 'Have I not been
skilfuP* she said.
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